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the Comte de Grasse in London, where the merry capital emu-
lously strove to let the conquered sea-hero feel the honour which
their victory had done him: but Moslem self-conceit allows no
justice to foreign merit. Count Ernst, in the garb of a felon,
loaded with heavy chains, was quietly locked into the Grated
Tower, where the Sultan's slaves were wont to be kept.

Here, in long painful nights, and mournful solitary days, he
had time and leisure to survey the grim stony aspect of his future
life; and it required as much steadfastness and courage to bear
up under these contemplations, as to tilt it on the battle-field
among a wandering horde of Arabs. The image of his former
domestic happiness kept hovering before his eyes; he thought of
his gentle wife, and the tender shoots of their chaste love. Ah!
how he cursed the miserable feud of Mother-church with the Gog
and Magog of the East, which had robbed him of his fair lot in
existence, and fettered him in slave-shackles never to be loosed!
In such moments he was ready to despair altogether; and his
piety had well-nigh made shipwreck on this rock of offence.

In the days of Count Ernst there was current, among anec-
dotic persons, a wondrous story of Duke Henry the Lion, which
at that period, as a thing that had occurred within the memory
of man, found great credence in the German Empire. The Duke,
so runs the tale, while proceeding over sea to the Holy Land, was,
in a tempest, cast away upon a desert part of the African coast ;
where, escaping alone from shipwreck, he found shelter and suc-
cour in the den of a hospitable Lion. This Idndness in the savage
owner of the cave had its origin not in the heart, but in the left
hind-paw; while hunting in the Libyan- wilderness, he had run a
thorn into his foot, which so tormented him, that he could hardly
move, and had entirely forgotten his natural voracity. The ac-
quaintance being formed, and mutual confidence established be-
tween the parties, the Duke assumed the office of chirurgeon to
the royal beast, and laboriously picked out the thorn from his
foot. The patient rapidly recovered, and, mindful of the service,
entertained his lodger with his best from the produce of his plun-
der ; and, though a Lion, was as friendly and officious towards
him as a lap-dog.

The Duke, however, soon grew weary of the cold collations
of his four-footed landlord, and began to long for the flesh-pots of
his own far-distant kitchen; for in readying the game handed in
to him, he by no means rivalled his Brunswick cook. Then